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CHAPTER 1 


JAPAN, i593 


When the sweet showers of April had nourished the dry earth of 
March, Lord Norinaga prepared to go to war. 


Norinaga was a cruel daimyo — or warlord — who would stop at 
nothing to gain wealth and power. The people of his land hated and feared 
him. There were only two people who dared to defy him. One of those 
people was his son, Kenshin... 


et OS ee 


Kenshin galloped as fast as he could. His father's samurai warriors 
were chasing him. They knew he had been meeting with the rebels. His 
father would be furious. He didn't want to think what it might mean. He 
just tried to go faster. But he wasn't going fast enough. The samurai 
surrounded him. Kenshin slashed at them with his razor-sharp sword. They 
were well protected by their armor. Kenshin knocked two of them off their 
horses, but before he could fight the other two, one of them knocked 
Kenshin's sword out of his hand. The other grabbed the reins of his horse. 
He was helpless; he was their prisoner. 


The samurai took Kenshin to Kumano Castle. It was his home. It 
would also now be his prison — if his father let him live! 


The gate of the castle swung open. The samurai led Kenshin inside. 
All around him were his father's weapons of war. There were also the 
spoils of war, for his father had captured many prisoners, and they were 
now slaves of his father's army. Kenshin winced in pain for the slaves as 
their masters beat them and forced them to work. Would he soon be one of 
them? He would prefer death. He knew he might get his wish too. 


Suddenly the samurai stopped their horses. Kenshin looked up. A 
fierce warrior in full battle armor and a towering helmet stood in front of 
them. 


The samurai bowed and backed away, leaving their prisoner to face 
his fate alone. 


“Kenshin!” the daimyo bellowed at his son. “You have disgraced 
me!” 


Kenshin wasn't afraid anymore. He was just angry. He jumped down 
out of his saddle and put his hands on his hips. 


“Tt is you who have disgraced me, father! With your unjust war!” 


In an instant the daimyo unsheathed his sword and swung it toward 
his unarmed son. Kenshin dropped to his knees. He knew his fate now. He 
was ready. But fate was not ready for him. 


There was a gunshot and loud gong! as a bullet struck a huge iron bell 
that stood next to and above the daimyo. There weren't many guns in Japan 
in 1593- The sound startled everybody. They looked up and saw a tall man 
carrying a gun. He rode a horse into the courtyard through the still-open 
gate of the castle. The daimyo looked at him too. His jaw dropped in 
surprise. His sword followed. It hung limply by his side. 


“Walker! You're alive...?” The daimyo stuttered. 


“And kicking!” the new arrival said. Then, to prove his point, he 
spurred his horse and made him rear. “I survived the shipwreck, built some 
new ones, and, well, here I am, hungry again.” He smiled, but it was more 
like a sneer. 


Kenshin knew this man. He was a ship's captain, a European trader 
who brought guns to the Japanese. He liked to stir up trouble among the 
daimyos too. That way he could be assured of a market for his weapons. 
He was the only man Kenshin knew who was more ruthless than his father. 


Walker snapped his fingers then, and his first mate, Niles, arrived 
with three of the daimyo's sentries all tied up. 


“Tt must be a comfort knowing you're so well protected, Lord 
Norinaga,” he said. 


The daimyo didn't like being humiliated by Walker. He wasn't going 
to give Walker the satisfaction of knowing that there was trouble between 
him and his son. The daimyo dismissed Kenshin by ordering him inside 
the castle. 


Kenshin rose and took his sword from one of the samurai. He strode 
toward the castle. Guards stood by the door. They had torches to light the 
way. In anger and defiance Kenshin swung his sword fiercely at the 
torches, snuffing them all out. 


“Terrible how a civil war can put a damper on things,” Walker said. 
Both Kenshin and his father knew that Walker had missed nothing. 


CHAPTER 2 


Walker hopped down off his horse. He had some important things to 
say to the daimyo. The best way to say them was to pretend that they were 
unimportant. 


“Tt is whispered that reinforcements are coming down the coast to 
help your enemy,” he said casually. “Six, seven days' march away.” 


The daimyo swallowed hard. He'd heard these rumors too. But he 
thought his enemies were a month away. This was bad news. He had to 
pretend it wasn't true. 


“Lies spread like maggots on rotting flesh,” he said. 
“Poetically put,” said Walker. The hook was baited. 
“Walker, we are old friends,” the daimyo began. 


“Practically brothers,” Walker lied. “Daimyo, I have three ships 
sitting in your harbor. They are loaded with cannon, shot, powder, and 
muskets. Guaranteed to win your war.” 


These were the words the daimyo had been hoping to hear. He tried to 
remain calm. He couldn't let Walker know how much he needed the 
weapons, or the price would go up. “We are a poor province,” he said. “We 
could only offer rice as payment.” 


“Most generous,” said Walker. “The guns are yours.” The daimyo 
could hardly believe his ears. Rice for guns? What was Walker up to? “For 
rice?” he asked, just to be sure. 


“Why not?” Walker shrugged. “Of course if the daimyo wishes to 
include the gold and silver hidden inside his castle, the weapons are less 
likely to be stolen by his enemy...” 
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Kenshin was still furious. He growled at a servant making tea; he 
sliced through a shoji — or screen — with his sword; he punched a fine 
table with his highly trained hand. Everywhere people scrambled just to 
get out of his way. He even stormed into the Temple of Buddha, where 
priests were painstakingly copying ancient scrolls. He kicked at two 
wooden statues of the Master, shattering them. The priests fled. He kicked 
again, this time destroying a carved statue of an ancestor. At first Kenshin 
was too angry to notice a scepter in the rubble of the statue. It had been 
hidden in a secret compartment. It glinted in the moonlight, shimmering 
momentarily. Then a window flew open; a gust entered the room. Papers 
scattered helter-skelter. 


One ancient scroll rolled to Kenshin's feet and then opened. It was a 
painting Kenshin knew well, for it depicted a battle to the death between 
the daimyo and his army against four strange creatures. Kenshin called 
them kappa, meaning “demons.” The demons were young and very large. 
They were mighty warriors in the ancient traditions. Kenshin searched for 
another word to describe them. They looked like... 


CHAPTER 3 


NEW YORK, TOORY 


An alarm clock rang insistently. 


“Rise and shine! It's practice time!” Donatello called out to his 
brothers. They didn't seem too excited about the news. They were in their 
den in an abandoned subway station under the streets of New York City. 
Sleeping seemed like a better idea than practicing. 


Then Leonardo got up. He wanted to set a good example. 
“Remember, guys, today is the first day of the rest of your lives,” he said. 
Leonardo was a natural leader. Sometimes his brothers were good 
followers, sometimes not. This was one of the “not” times. 


“Yeah, and the last day of yours if you don't shut up, Leo,” Raphael 
said. He pulled a pillow over his head to muffle the noise. 


Michaelangelo got up then. He knew how to get Raphael up out of 
bed. “Turtle time!” he announced. He turned on music — loud rock music. 
It was irresistible. Who would want to sleep when you could dance? 
Raphael pushed back the covers, got out of bed, and joined his brothers. 
The Turtles didn't just dance, though, because they weren't just turtles. 
They were the Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles. When they danced, they 
practiced. They jumped, they kicked, they chopped, they punched, they 
parried. Leonardo wielded his katana swords, pretending to attack 
Donatello. Don protected himself with his ninja staff, called a bo. 
Michaelangelo swung his nunchaku wildly, whooshing them in circles in 
all directions. 


Raph wasn't quite awake yet. He tended to be grumpy when he was 
wide awake. When he was sleepy, it was worse. He tossed one of his sais 
at the amplifier. The music stopped suddenly. 


“Tt slipped,” he fibbed to his brothers. 


Mike shrugged. He was a peacemaker and didn't want an argument. 
“No problemo,” he said. “Time to replace the woofer anyhow.” 


Don and Leo weren't so calm. “What's up?” Leo asked. 


“What are we doing all this for?” Raph asked. “We practice hard, but 
for what? Nobody appreciates us. Nobody even knows we're alive down 
here!” He stomped out of the room. 


What he had said was true. The Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles lived 
with their master, a four-foot-tall rat named Splinter, and they almost never 
left their underground hideaway. They only had one another. They had no 
life, no friends. Well, almost no friends. 


“Hi, guys! How's it going?” 
That was April O'Neil. She was a reporter for a local television news 


show, and the only human in all of New York who really knew about the 
Turtles. She loved them all, even Splinter, and they loved her. 


April was going on vacation and wanted the Turtles to watch her 
apartment. She stopped by with some last-minute instructions. She 
rummaged through her backpack. 


“Here are the keys to the apartment. Remember to water the plants 
and pick up the mail. Then there's something else, but I can't remember 
what it is. Oh boy, do I need this vacation!” 


“Take us with you, April, please...” Leo begged. 


“No can do,” she said. “But for looking after my place I picked you 
up some great stuff at a junk sale.” She pulled an old hat out of her bag. 
“Where's Raph?” she asked. 


Leo, Mike, and Don looked at her and shrugged. April understood. 
Raph was a moody loner. He was just hanging out somewhere by himself. 


“Again? Maybe this'll cheer him up.” She put the hat on her head. It 
looked great. She gave the others packages, too, and they started tearing 
into them. 


“And for Splinter...” She reached into her bag one more time. She 
pulled out a dusty ancient Asian scepter with an hourglass on top. 


“TI found this thing. It's some kind of weird antique Japanese egg 
timer.” 


She blew at the dust that had settled on the old scepter. The dust 
billowed into a giant cloud, momentarily obscuring everything in the 
room. 
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Kenshin knelt down by the broken statue and picked up the ancient 
scepter from the rubble of the statue. The stem of it was golden, inscribed 
with Japanese characters. On the top was an hourglass. Kenshin squinted, 
trying to decipher the writing. But his attention was drawn to the hourglass 
on top. It glowed! And then it spun. Once, twice. It stopped. Kenshin could 
hardly believe his eyes. 
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Leo couldn't take his eyes off his gift from April, a book on ancient 
Japanese swords. Don loved the old 1930s radio shed given him and he 
was all ready to take it apart and repair it. He was good at repairing things. 
For Mike, April had gotten a 1950s Hula Hoop. He had it spinning wildly. 


The Hula Hoop wasn't the only thing in the room that was spinning, 
however. The hourglass on top of the scepter was going too! Once, twice. 
April gaped at it. She was holding it because she was going to give it to 
Splinter as soon as he finished his morning meditation. But then it started 
spinning again. 


“Uh, guys!” she said. 


They looked. They saw April, they saw the scepter. It was spinning. It 
was glowing. And so was she! Then she was gone. All that was left was 
the echo of her voice. 


“Wait a second...!” 


There was a thump, a rumble, another glow, and suddenly, exactly 
where April had been standing, was a very surprised young Japanese 


nobleman, wearing April O Neil's clothes! 


He stood, stupefied, staring at four giant turtles. They reminded him 
of something. 


“Kappa!” he shrieked in fear. Then he reached for his sword. He 
would have attacked the Turtles, but at that moment Splinter walked into 
the room. Upon seeing a four-foot-tall rat, Kenshin did the only reasonable 
thing. He passed out cold. 


“You have that effect on people, don't you, Master?” Donatello asked. 


Splinter smiled inscrutably. 


Cuarprer 4 


When the spinning stopped, April found herself wearing a pure silk 
robe, standing in a medieval Japanese castle, with a set of earphones 
around her neck and her tape deck clipped to the silk belt. Too weird. 
Reflexively she looked at her watch. Noon, exactly. But what year? 


Then she realized she wasn't alone. A priest was huddling in the 
comer of the room. She screamed. He screamed back. He was joined by 
other priests. They all fell to their knees in awe. Not everybody was scared 
of her, though. Suddenly April was surrounded by fierce-looking soldiers 
who tried to rush her. April had learned a thing or two from the Turtles. A 
roundhouse kick here, a snap kick there. Two punches, a slash, and three 
blocks. The guards didn't know what to do. April did. She ran. 
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Leo lifted Kenshin up off the floor and put him in a chair. Don fanned 
him with the hat April had brought to Raph. 


“We've got to get April back,” said Raph. 
“First we've got to find her,” said Leo. 
Kenshin's eyes fluttered open. ”Kappa!” he repeated. 


“Kappa?” Don said. “No, thanks. Not before breakfast .” Then he 
whispered to Splinter. “What's a kappa?“ 


“Ancient Japanese demon,” Splinter explained. “Some were good. 
Some were very bad.” 


“Yes, demons,” Kenshin confirmed. 
“Hey, he speaks English!” said Leonardo. 


“We have learned your language from traders,” Kenshin said. But he 
still spoke his own language and he spoke it to Splinter. Splinter nodded in 


understanding. Then he translated for the Turtles. 
“He believes he has died and gone to...” 
“Hell,” Kenshin said. 
“Close. New York,” said Donatello. 
“Where's he from, anyway?” Raphael asked. 


Don studied their uninvited guest. “Looking at his sword, I'd say 
feudal Japan. Probably early sixteenth century.” 


That was a lot to swallow. It raised more questions than it answered. 
Then Splinter had a thought. 


“Tt seems he is here, perhaps from the past — and April may be 
there.” 
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April was there and she wasn't happy about it. She was hoping to 
wake up in New York any minute now. She stood in the middle of a royal 
court. She was surrounded by her captors and facing the daimyo. He now 
held the scepter that had brought her to this time and place. 


The daimyo scowled and said something to April that she didn't 
understand at all. She knew it was Japanese and she didn't think it was 
good news. 


“Uh, guys, this nightmare's gone on long enough. I'm ready to wake 
up now,” she said. 


One of her guards didn't seem to like her tone of voice. He pushed 
her. He didn't just push her, though. He also pushed a button on the tape 
deck. Out came a loud rush of rap music. That caused a lot of confusion. 
The people in the court had never heard anything like it! A few of the 
samurai charged at April. She could tell they were serious and she didn't 
like this particular song that much anyway. She pulled the tape deck off her 
belt and dropped it onto the floor. There was a clatter, and then there was 
silence. The machine was completely busted. It had cost April a lot of 
money too. She was annoyed. She told the daimyo as much. 


“Next time just ask me to turn it off, okay?” 
“Where is my son, witch!” the daimyo demanded. 


English? He spoke English? Something very weird was going on! 
April put her hands on her hips. “Hey, I really don't have a clue, so drop 
the macho stuff, okay?” 


It didn't work. The daimyo gave a signal to his soldiers, who seemed 
serious about doing some major macho stuff to April with their razor-sharp 
swords. April was too scared to say anything. That was very unusual for 
her. 


Fortunately somebody else had something to say. 


It was Walker, the English captain. “Lord Norinaga, allow me,” he 
said. The daimyo agreed. Walker spoke to April. “The daimyo and his 
court believe you are a witch who has somehow spirited away his son,” he 
explained. “Is it true?” he asked. 


Apirl knew a good idea when she heard one. “It is true,” she said. “I 
am a witch.” The effect was great! Everybody was really scared of her 
now. She pointed to the remains of her tape deck. “See that? I shrunk four 
incredibly cool guys and locked them in there!” 


“Then go ahead, witch. Shrink me,” Walker challenged. 


That was a problem of course. But April had an answer. “Don't push 
me, Ruffles, or I'll melt you into a steaming puddle.” 


Walker smiled. It wasn't a nice smile. “She's powerless,” he told the 
daimyo. “Let me question her about your son. Then you can roast her, toast 
her, chop her into tiny bits, and feed her to the birds.” 


“No,” the daimyo said. “I want her to suffer.” 


April gulped. 


CHaPrer 5S 


Donatello was having trouble explaining this very basic concept to 
the others. 


“.,.you merely apply my Space-Time Continuum theory, taking into 
account equal-mass displacement. Simple, huh?” 


“Huh? bb) 


He tried again. “Okay. We know the past and the present are 
completely interchangeable.” 


“We do?” 


“Trust me. Anyway, when Kenshin grabbed the scepter and read the 
inscription back in ancient Japan just as April held on to it here in New 
York, the mystic powers of the scepter were activated and a time switch 
occurred.” 


“Aha! The old time-switch trick!” Mike joked. 


“That's right,” Don said. It was easier to agree than to get sidetracked. 
He had more to say about it, though. “And it will only work when the 
travelers have the same weight.” 


Mike didn't have a joke then, because he suddenly realized that if they 
had Kenshin and the ancient times had April, the only way they would get 
April back would be if they went to get her. He asked Splinter about that. 


“You have no choice, my sons,” Splinter said. “But your journey will 
be filled with great danger.” 


“Awesome!” said Mike, expressing the thought for all of them. Then 
he had another idea. This one wasn't so nice. “Do you think they had pizza 
back then?” 


There was only one way to find out and there was a lot of work to be 
done first. 


Donatello hardly moved from his computer for almost twelve hours. 
Everything had to be planned down to the last nanosecond. He checked the 
time on his computer. 11:35 p.m. He synchronized it with his pocket 
watch. 


“What about Splinter, guys?” Leo asked Raph and Don. “Kenshin's 
agreed to stay behind now, but once we're gone, who knows?” 


“Hey, Leo! Yo, Donny! Long time no...” It was Casey Jones, their 
sometime sparring partner. He was carrying his usual full bag of hockey 
gear. Mike had gone out and found him. He thought Casey might come in 
handy in ancient Japan, even if the guy had some rough edges. 


“Raph, you're looking good. That brain implant went okay, then?” 
Raph wasn't too fond of Casey's brand of humor. He scowled. 


Casey shrugged. “Okay, guys. When do we go back and break a few 
heads?” 


Don looked at his brothers. Then he looked at Casey. “We need 
somebody to stay behind and back up Splinter in case there's trouble. 
Somebody we can trust.” 


If there was one thing they could trust Casey with (and it might be 
that there was only one thing), it was protecting Splinter. He knew it was 
an honor. He agreed. 


It was time then. Together the four Turtles held the scepter. 


We shall wait by the scepter every twelve hours,” Splinter said. 
According to Don's calculations they would be able to make a transfer 
across time and space only every twelve hours. 


“Correct, Master,” Don said. “But after sixty hours, the Space-Time 
Continuum will be out of phase.” 


“What does that mean in English?” Casey asked. 


It was simple. Donatello explained it. “It means that if we don't come 
back in two and a half days, we're turtle soup.” 


CHAPTER 6 


April decided right away that she didn't much like medieval Japanese 
dungeons. Hers was dark, cold, and miserable. She was suspended in 
midair in a sort of birdcage apparatus. It was meant to guarantee she 
couldn't escape. It looked like a lifetime guarantee too. 


There was a pounding on the dungeon door. The jailer unlocked it, 
and in came Niles and two other sailors. They were dragging a third sailor. 
Niles tossed him into another cage like April's and yelled at him. 

“There you go, Whit Whitley! You can lead your stinking mutiny in 
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here 


In a matter of minutes, Whit, the new prisoner, was in a cage like 
April's, right next to her. April got a good look at him. She couldn't believe 
her eyes. In spite of the fact that he was dressed in the clothes of a 
sixteenth-century British merchant sailor and had a full-face beard, he 
looked just like her friend from the twentieth century, Casey Jones. She 
gasped. The unconscious sailor didn't hear her, but her jailer did. He poked 
at her with his spiked kanabo. 


“Get a real job, cueball!” she suggested. He grunted and moved away. 
Then April heard a rustling in her cage. She looked up. A scruffy brown 
rat glared at her. She glared back. The rat twitched his whiskers then, just 
the way Splinter did. 


“You look familiar too,” she said. It was small comfort. 


et 


Three minutes to midnight. Don was ready with the scepter. Leo and 
Raph were there too. Where was Mike? 


“Let's hit it, dudes,” he said, running breathlessly toward his brothers. 
He was wearing surfer shorts! 


“Whoa! Understated, but nice,” Casey said. 


Mike blushed. “Well, remember that when Kenshin switched with 
April, he was wearing her clothes? This is to make sure whoever comes 
through in my place won't arrive bare naked. I got three more pairs. You 
want?” 


“Anything in a paisley?” Don asked. 


“No!” Splinter interrupted. “We have no time for this unscientific 
debate.” 


Kenshin agreed. “Hurry, please. Mitsu is in danger.” 

Mitsu? 

“The woman who fights against my father. She is courageous and 
beautiful...” 

This added a whole new light to the situation. 


There wasn't time for any more explanation. “Go with care, my sons,” 
Splinter said, bowing to his students. “And return with swiftness.” 


“We will not fail you, Master,” Leonardo promised. 


The four Turtles bowed back. Then they turned their attention to the 
scepter that they held. A cold wind swept into the room. As a last-minute 
thought Don grabbed his pocket watch. He had no pocket. He put it in his 
mouth. The hourglass began to spin. 


“Beam me up, Scotty!” Mike said. 


The scepter glowed brightly. Just then Mike's surfer shorts began to 
slip. It wouldn't do to let somebody else arrive with droopy surfer shorts. 
He released the scepter to hike them up. 


“Mike!” Leo shouted. 


Mike grabbed the scepter again, this time holding it with his left hand 
and facing in the opposite direction from his brothers. 


The hourglass spun faster. The scepter glowed deeper. There was a 
sudden burst of light, then smoke, then the Turtles disappeared. 


When the smoke settled, four samurai warriors stood in the subway 
den. All of them had swords. One of them wore a pair of surfer shorts. 
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Donatello felt a very unfamiliar motion. Thud-a-dump, thud-a-dump. 
He was riding a horse! So were his brothers. And they were all wearing 
full samurai armor. Leo and Raph were right next to Don and were 
managing their horses pretty well. Mike was having trouble, and the reason 
was Clear. He was sitting backward in the saddle! It was made even more 
difficult by the fact that he was also holding the scepter, and that made him 
drop his beloved nunchaku. Since they all appeared to be headed for a 
fierce battle, he didn't think that was a good thing. He tried to stop the 
horse and retrieve his weapons. It didn't work. 


“Whoa! Where are the brakes?” he cried out. 


It was a giant flaming log that the daimyo's men were using to attack 
the rebels and it was headed right for them! The Turtles jumped just in 
time to avoid being mashed by it. 


Across the river Mike wasn't having any better luck. He still couldn't 
get his horse to stop. 


“Don't you ever run out of gas?” he asked, tugging on the horse's tail. 


Then, as if it were an answer to the question, a black-clad figure 
swung down from a tree above him and knocked him out of the saddle. His 
horse kept on going, still not out of gas. Mike, on the other hand, was 
completely out of gas-knocked out cold. His hand released the scepter. It 
flew through the air, landed on a clump of soft moss, and rolled into the 
hollow stump of a tree. 


Mike's assailant dropped silently from the tree and knelt next to 
Mike's inert body. Mike's eyes fluttered open. He found himself looking 
deeply into the eyes of a beautiful young woman. It had to be Kenshin's 
friend, Mitsu, the leader of the rebels. All she saw of Mike was his samurai 
armor, and to her that only meant that, no matter what else he was, he was 
an enemy. She drew her dagger and prepared to finish him off. 


Mike didn't want that to happen. He also didn't want Mitsu to get hurt, 
and that was about to happen. One of the daimyo's warriors was poised just 
behind Mitsu, ready to do her in with his spear. Mike picked up a rock and 


threw it at the warrior. It worked. The warrior toppled over. That was all 
the excitement Mike could take. He passed out again. 


Mitsu was curious about this samurai at her feet. She removed his 
helmet, and when she saw his orange mask and turtle features, she was 
even more curious. 


Some of her rebel friends joined her then. They looked at Mike. 
“Kappa! Kappa!” they cried. 


Perhaps he was a kappa, but Mitsu knew that he had also saved her 
life, and now she would save his. She told her men to put him into a cart 
and take him to the village. 


Mitsu and her followers never saw the hand that reached into the old 
hollow stump, picked up the scepter, and took it away. 


CHAPTER 7 


The daimyo's troops won the battle. It didn't make the Turtles happy 
to be following the victors back to the castle with all the stolen goods. 
They didn't want to draw any attention to themselves, but they were 
dressed as the daimyo's honor guard. The three of them walked together 
next to the wagon that carried the spoils of the battle. 


The daimyo stood on the castle's ramparts and watched his troops 
returning. Walker stood next to him. They were still trying to make a deal 
for Walker's weapons. The daimyo didn't want Walker to think he really 
needed them. 


“You see, Walker-san,” he said, addressing the captain formally. “We 
do not need you. We are victorious without your guns.” 


“Congratulations,” Walker said. He didn't mean it. 
Then the daimyo called for his honor guard. 


This wasn't good news for the Turtles. They needed to be able to enter 
the castle because April might be there. But they certainly didn't want to 
draw attention to themselves. It was time for the art of ninja — invisibility. 
They climbed to the bottom of the cart and clung there — invisibly. 


When Lieutenant Murota told the daimyo that his honor guard had 
disappeared, the daimyo wasn't happy about it. 


“Find them, you worthless dog!” he ordered. 


Walker couldn't resist smiling. If the daimyo's troops were 
disappearing, that would be good for the price of his weapons. 


“You were saying...?” he said pointedly. Then he continued. “So, 
they're gone. War can do that. Time to look to the future. ...” 


The daimyo was upset because if his honor guard was missing, so was 
the scepter. 


“But Lord Norinaga, guns ensure victory—not some ancestral good- 
luck charm,” Walker said. 


The daimyo shook his head. “If the scepter is lost, my clan is lost. 
And you, Walker, will have nobody to trade with but yourself!” 


The daimyo left Walker and hurried into his castle. He couldn't be 
bothered with buying guns just then. 


Walker, however, was still concerned with selling them. He was 
convinced that the strange woman in the dungeon held the key to his 
success. He'd tried to talk to her once before. It was time to do it again. He 
ordered Niles to get her and bring her to him. 


As soon as the cart stopped inside the castle walls, the Turtles 
dropped from the bottom of the cart. It was time to find April. They dashed 
toward a flight of stairs. They hoped to run into her. 


Instead they ran into Niles. He was grumbling about the order Walker 
had just given him. 

“Bring me the woman, Niles. Lick my boots, Niles. What's next? Roll 
over and play dead?” 


Niles hardly saw the Turtles. But the Turtles heard him. “The woman” 
could only mean April. Don, Leo, and Rapli turned around and silently 
followed Niles on tiptoe. 


They were doing all right, until two of the castle guards spotted them. 
The guards pointed their spears at the tiptoeing Turtles and began speaking 
rapidly in Japanese. 


Splinter had taught the Turtles some Japanese. Don thought this might 
be a good time to try some of it out. 


“Uh, o-hio wasabi,” he said, waving cheerfully. 
“Hello, mustard?” Raph translated. 
“Okay, so I'm a little rusty,” Don admitted. 


“How about sayonara?” Raph suggested. Then, without another 
word, he and Leo did identical snapkicks, followed by punches. The 
guards dropped with a thud. 


Down in the dungeon April woke up. The sailor named Whit was 
talking to her. 


“How did you get here?” he asked. “What kind of ship?” 
“Egg timer,” April answered. 


“You're Dutch, right? Great ice-skaters! I guess your father must be a 
Dutch merchant.” 


April thought something was odd. Walker had been asking her about a 
Dutchman too. 


“Come to strike a bargain with the daimyo?” 


“Hey, I'm American, all right?” April snapped. Whit looked at her 
oddly. But before he could ask another question, Niles arrived. He was 
followed by three very large guards wearing muddy uniforms and talking a 
familiar type of Japanese. 


“Suzuki, Kawasaki,” said one. 
“Honda, Mitsubishi, Sony!” declared another. 
“Get stuffed,” Niles grumbled. 


“Hey, we're your stinking honor guard, Panasonic’ Where's your 
manners?” 


That was a voice April knew! “Raphael?” 
“Don. That's Raph...” 


Raph had the keys. Leo had Niles. Don had the jailer. It was a rescue! 
April was excited about that. 


“Hey, relax, April,” Don said. “It's your ordinary time-travel equal- 
mass-displacement kind of thing,” he explained. 


Then, suddenly, it wasn't so ordinary, because eight guards arrived 
with their weapons drawn. Raph kicked, Leo punched, Don swung the 
jailer at the attackers. One of the guards swung at Don with his sword. The 
good news was that he missed Don. The better news was that his sword 
sliced the ropes that held April and Whit's cages. They came crashing 
down in time to watch the end of the battle at eye level. It was all going 
pretty well for the Turtles. The guards were tossed around the dungeon, 
and one by one were knocked out cold. That happened seven times. The 


eighth guard had the good sense to run for help. When more guards 
arrived, the Turtles slammed the dungeon door closed and locked it. They 
were safe, but they were also trapped. It looked hopeless until April 
spotted a grate on the dungeon floor. Don lifted the grate up to reveal a 
sewer pipe just big enough for an emergency exit. Whit went first, then 
April, then the Turtles. Don pulled the grating after them. He could hear 
the dungeon door smashing down as he slid through the darkness to an 
unknown fate. He didn't know what lay ahead, but for now, anyway, they 
were Safe. 


CHAPTER & 


“Yeeeeooooooowwwwww!“ 
SPLAT! 


Three Turtles, April, and Whit all shot out through a drainage pipe on 
the side of the castle and then flew through the air. They landed in a ditch 
that was muddy, filthy, and disgusting. And it smelled bad. 


April pulled herself out of the mire and glared at the Turtles. 


“That was absolutely the worst rescue I've ever had,” she said. 


et OS ee 


The four samurai honor guard were not having a much easier time. 
They were being kept prisoners in an underground hideout. They were 
guarded by a slightly daft man who kept talking about something called 
hockey and threatening them with a wooden stick. And then there was the 
rat. He was as big as they were — and he talked! The only clothes they had 
tO wear were sweatpants and shirts with big numbers on them. They had 
no idea where they were — or why. They only knew they weren't allowed 
to go anywhere. 


Benkei was the head of the honor guard and wanted to lead his men 
wisely. He knew that he and his friends could be saved — if only they 
could get their hands on the scepter. He had a plan. In the middle of the 
night, when the dank den was filled with the sounds of sleep, Benkei crept 
from his bed. 


Silently he reached for the sacred object where he had seen the rat 
wrap it and store it. It was draped with a cloth and hidden under a chair. 
Benkei crouched and reached. His hands grasped it. He pulled it out and 
clutched it to his chest. Victory was his! 


Then, suddenly, the lights flashed on. Benkei blinked and looked up. 
The rat was standing in the doorway. He had the scepter in his hand! 
Benkei looked to see what he was clutching. When he took the cloth off, 
he saw it was just an old lamp. 


Silently the rat stepped back out of the room then. The lights went 
out. 


Benkei thought he heard the rat say something. It sounded like, 
“Score one for me, dude.” These captors of theirs were definitely weird. 


et OS 


Michaelangelo's eyes opened slowly. Something hurt badly, and Mike 
had the funny feeling that that something was his head. 


He looked around. He was in a hut with rough walls. The sun 
streamed through a crack. It was definitely morning. 


There was an odd noise, and then Mike saw movement. A crowd of 
children peered through knotholes and cracks at him. They called him 
“kappa” — and Mike remembered what that meant. 


Mike knew an appreciative crowd when he saw one. He waved as 
best he could and greeted the kids. 


“Yo, dudes!” he said weakly. 


The children screamed and fled. All except one. He stood his ground 
until Mike moved toward him. Then he ran too. 


“Now I know how Freddy Krueger felt,” Mike said, lying down 
again. His head throbbed. This didn't seem to be his day. 


et OS ee 


Not far away, things were looking even worse for Niles. He was in the 
castle dungeon. His feet were tied and he was suspended upside down just 
above a caldron filled with boiling water. Two of his mates were 


suspended on either side of him. Nearby stood the daimyo. He had a lean 
and hungry look. 


“Soon time for nice hot bath,” the daimyo said. “Very traditional.” 


Before the daimyo had a chance to instruct his men to lower Niles 
another foot toward his fate, Walker arrived. 


“Suppertime already?” he asked calmly. 
“Captain! I love you. Don't let them roast me!” Niles begged. 


“They're not going to roast you, Niles. They're going to boil you. 
English is a very precise language.” 


The daimyo wasn't happy that Walker was there. He scowled. “Do not 
interfere,” he told the captain. “The girl has escaped. These men must be 
punished.” 


Walker nodded in agreement. “Absolutely,” he said. “With one small 
warning. One of my men escaped as well. My chief navigator and pilot. I 
intend to bring him back laid out across my horse. Unfortunately these 
men are my best shots.” 


“Tt cannot be done.” 


Walker leaned over and whispered sweet words into the daimyo's ear: 
“The rebels' village is so well protected that you cannot destroy it. 
Furthermore the people doubt you, Lord Norinaga. But if you will release 
these men, they and my guns will overwhelm the village and get back your 
son, the scepter, and your reputation.” 


The daimyo agreed. Walker was pleased. This was his opportunity to 
give away a “free sample.” He couldn't wait to show off all the evil his 
guns could do. 


CuaPrTrer 9 


April, Whit, and the Turtles didn't stop running from the castle until 
they came to a waterfall in a stream where they could clean themselves up. 
There was no sign of the daimyo's troops. They felt safe. 


When they finished bathing, they sat by the edge of the water and 
enjoyed the peaceful scene. Birds chirped cheerfully. The sky above was 
bright blue. Sun glistened on the crystal-clear water. 


There was something Donatello had to do. He found a dozen small 
rocks and put them in a circle. Then he took a straight stick and planted it 
at an angle in the center of the circle. 


“What are you doing?” April asked. 


“Making a sundial,” he said. “We've got to keep track of time 
somehow.” 


“Wouldn't it be easier to look at a watch?” April asked. Then, while 
Don looked in amazement, April tugged at the big sleeve of Kenshin's 
robe, which she still wore. There was her waterproof wristwatch. She 
glanced at the numbers. “Half past ten,” she informed him. “Give or take a 
couple of centuries.” 


Don breathed a sigh of relief. 


Raph dangled his toes in the water. “Hey, Leo, look at this,” he said, 
staring into the stream. 


Leo looked. “I don't see anything,” he said. 


Raph nodded. “Exactly. No tires, no beer cans, no dead bodies. Just 
water. Clean, clear, beautiful water. Ah, nature. I love it. Makes me want to 
migrate or something.” 


Leo looked at the waterfall. “I wish we could take this back to New 
York,” he said. 


Raph thought about that for a minute and then realized how unlikely 
that was. He put his samurai helmet back on. “Nan, somebody would steal 
it,” he said. 


Then, as if bandits had heard his remark, there was a fwip! and an 
arrow zipped through the air and straight into a tree right next to April. 


“Ambush!” she cried. And she was right. 


Suddenly they were surrounded by rebel fighters. The Turtles and 
Whit sprang into action. The Turtles knew just what to do, and they 
weren't sorry to be protected by their samurai armor. Whit wasn't as good a 
fighter, but he tried. 


Raph took on two of the rebels at once, grabbing them by the legs, 
one in each hand. He spun around and released them so that they flew into 
the air and landed in the water with a mighty splash. 


“Two point five! But the Japanese judge gives them a three!” he 
declared. 


Then Raph saw that one rebel had his bow drawn with an arrow 
aimed right at Whit. In an instant he threw a sai toward the weapon and 
broke it in half before it found its target. Raph was surprised to see that the 
rebel was a woman. 


Don and Leo took on attackers who swarmed around them like bees. 
This was what they'd been trained to do, though, so it seemed more like 
fun than work. One rebel swung a big club at Don. He ducked, reversed, 
and snatched the club from the surprised rebel. Then he swung it around. 


“Hammer time!” he announced, bouncing rebels off it as if it were 
batting practice. A lot of the rebels ended up in the water. A lot more 
attacked. 


“Hey! Were the good guys!” Leo said, trying to convince them. It 
didn't work. Don explained why. 


“Checked your wardrobe lately?” 


Leo looked down at himself. He and his brothers were wearing the 
uniform of the daimyo's honor guard—the rebels' sworm enemy. Of course 
they were attacking. And there were so many of them, they were bound to 
win unless the Turtles did something desperate. 


Don did something desperate. He leapt up on a rock then and whistled 
as loudly as he could to get everybody's attention. “Taxiiii!” he yelled. 
That did it. Everybody stopped fighting and stared at him. Then he took off 
his samurai watrior's helmet, and the rebels stopped staring. They 
positively gaped. That made Don feel a little self-conscious. “What's the 
matter? My hair messed up?” he asked, brushing his head with his hand. 


The woman was the only one of the rebels who moved. She walked 
over to Raph and took off his helmet. 


“Kappa, kappa,” the rebels chanted. 


Leo took off his helmet then. “No, we're friends,” he said. And he 
tossed his katanas on the ground in a show of friendship. 


The woman spoke to her fellow fighters. “Don't be afraid. They are 
like the other one,” she said. 


“The other one?” Leo echoed. 
“Mikey?” Raph said. 


“Bingo!” Don declared. 


CuaPprer 10 


Walker and his men and his guns got to the village before Mitsu and 
the Turtles. Walker didn't waste any time. 


“Find Kenshin, then burn this place to the ground,” he told Niles. 
“There's a reward for the man who brings me the scepter!” 


Niles passed the order on to the troops, who began firing their guns at 
the peasants. The daimyo's men had come to watch, and they were stunned 
by the fire power. So were the villagers. 


Niles led the troops through the town to search for the scepter. Two of 
his men came to one small locked hut. They peered through the cracks in 
the wall and saw that the prisoner was wearing the uniform of the daimyo's 
honor guard. The daimyo would surely reward them for saving his honor 
guard. They used a gun to shoot the lock off the door, while visions of 
parades in their honor danced through their heads. The door opened. The 
sailors bowed just like these fellows always seemed to be doing. 


“Greetings from His Majesty,” the sailor said, looking at the ground. 
“My heroes!” said the honor guard, but his voice sounded funny. 


The sailors looked up. It was the honor guard uniform all right, but 
the fellow didn't have the usual helmet on. He had the head of a... 


“Turtle?!!!” said one. 
“Yeoooooo!” said the other. They fled. 


Mike waved at them frantically. “Hey, I'm really a beautiful princess 
trapped in a turtle's body! Break the spell! Give me a kiss!” 


Mike decided not to spend any more time trying to make friends. It 
was Clearly time to defeat enemies. He ran after the men to see what was 
going on. It wasn't easy to run. The peasants in the town were scurrying 
around trying to put out the fires that burned everywhere. Mike wasn't sure 
what to do. Then he saw a man who appeared to be commanding 
everybody else. 


Walker was on a horse, charging straight into the village and straight 
at Mike. 


“Whoa, horsey!” Mike said. Then he saw that Walker had a pistol and 
it was pointed at him. 


“Hey, Butch, don't you know that Westerns are dead?” 


Walker's eyes didn't move from Mike. “Speaking of dead,” he said. 
Then he cocked the pistol. 


Things were not looking good. Then there was a familiar sound. It 
was the whistle of a sai sailing in his general direction. The three-pronged 
weapon swept through the air, removed Walker's hat, and pinned it to a 
nearby tree. That startled Walker enough that his shot went wild. To Mike 
it could only mean one thing. 


“Awesome tossin', bro!” Mike said as Raph, Leo, and Don arrived for 
a follow-up attack on Walker. Whit got to Walker first, however, and tried 
to pull him down off his horse. The two scuffled. Before anyone could see 
what had happened, Walker and his horse were nowhere to be seen, and 
Whit was dusting himself off. 


When Mitsu and her forces arrived, Walker's men decided to leave — 
fast. They already knew Kenshin was not in the village. Nor could they 
find the scepter. They'd done all the damage they could for one morning. 
They retreated, and so did the daimyo's men. The rebels were left alone. 
They were surrounded by flame and cinders they had once called home. 


Then an old man came running out of the crowd toward Mitsu. He 
was pointing toward a school that was on fire. Some children were running 
from the flaming building. 


“Yoshi! Yoshi!” he cried. 


Mitsu paled. The Turtles didn't know exactly what was happening, 
but they could tell that somebody Mitsu cared about was stuck inside. 


Mike grabbed some cloth and dunked it into a bucket of water. He put 
that around his head for protection. He ducked into the school, and just 
then the roof collapsed! Don, Leo, and Raph didn't waste a second. They 
ran toward the building after Mike, but they were too late. He was already 
coming out! He carried a small boy in his arms. He handed the child to 


Mitsu and then started coughing. Smoke billowed out of his mouth, but he 
was Okay. 


Mitsu started wailing then. Yoshi had stopped breathing! Leo knew 
what to do. Mike, Don, and Raph held the crowd back while Leo did CPR. 
The crowd didn't like it when Leo pounded on Yoshi's chest. They tried to 
interfere. They'd never seen anybody do this before. They were afraid that 
Leo' was hurting Yoshi instead of trying to save him. 


“Please, you've got to let them try!” April said. 
“No! He is casting an evil spell,” Mitsu declared. 
“Kappa! Kappa!” cried the crowd. 


Suddenly Yoshi coughed. Then he sputtered. Then his eyes blinked 
open and he cried. The villagers backed away. They were totally 
awestruck. Yoshi was alive! 


“Outstanding, dude!” Mike said to Leo. He gave him a high three too. 


The crowd of villagers did better than a high three. They all fell to 
their knees and bowed. 


As soon as the fires had been doused, the people of the town got 
down to the business of rebuilding. The rebels would not let fire destroy 
their lives or their rebellion. While others were rebuilding houses, the 
Turtles saw that Mitsu s grandfather was working on a garden in the 
middle of the village. Mitsu was with him. Mike smiled when he saw her. 
He'd never met a woman quite like her. When she saw the Turtles, she 
came over to explain. 


“Grandfather is thanking the gods for sending you to us. And, uh, he 
asks that you stay to help us defeat the daimyo.” She seemed a little 
embarrassed to be asking for their help. 


Leonardo answered first. “Uh, sure,” he began. “But we've sort of got 
a deadline to get home—or else we're history,” he said. 


“Literally,” Donatello said. 


Mike knew that was true, but, after all, Mitsu was a pretty special 
woman. She could lead a rebellion, use a bow and arrow, and plant flowers 
with her grandfather. What more could a Turtle want? There just had to be 
a way to do something for her. 


“Whoa, dudes,” he said to his brothers. “We aren't going anywhere 
without that scepter. So, until we find it, we can help Mitsu, okay?” 


His brothers weren't so sure this was a good idea, but they could see 
the stars in Mikey's eyes. He was hopelessly in love! 


“Thank you,” Mitsu said. 
“So, want to dance?” he asked Mitsu. 


His brothers corrected their impression. Mikey might be in love, but 
he was certainly hopeless! They yanked him away from her before he said 
something even dumber. Mike didn't get the point. 


“Hey, she's a chick, I'm a guy. It's a hot night...” he tried to explain. 
“You're a turtle,” Leo reminded him. 


“Oh, thanks for pointing that out, Leo. That would explain the large 
shell on my back,” Mike snapped back. 


The world could be a lonely place for a Turtle in love... 


CHAPTER fi 


A subway roared through the tunnel above the Turtles' New York den. 
Kenshin still hadn't gotten used to the sound. He was so startled, he spilled 
tea all over the place. 


“Hey, Ken, you ought to try decaf, man,” Casey said, mopping up the 
mess. “Talk about amped.” 


It wasn't really the noise that upset him, though. It was the whole 
situation. 


“They are unhappy,” Splinter explained. “They think they will never 
get home.” 


Casey nodded. “Yeah, well it ain't exactly a quick jaunt across the 
Brooklyn Bridge.” 


Kenshin had had all he could take. He practically exploded at 
Splinter. “We cannot wait for your sons! Mitsu needs me now! I must have 
the scepter!” 


He and his father's warriors surrounded Splinter. Splinter remained 
calm and held the scepter tightly. Casey wasn't so sure that Splinter could 
hold them off if they actually attacked. One rat and one hockey player 
against five samurai warriors? Not great odds. He reached for his hockey 
stick, but instead he grasped the TV remote. Flick, bing, the blank screen 
sprang to life. It was a hockey game! 


Five visitors from another era gaped at the flickering image. They 
began mumbling among themselves. 


“Shh!” said Casey. He moved over and sat down on the sofa. The five 
time travelers joined him, unable to move their eyes from the screen. 


Casey glanced over at Splinter. “Can you believe this?” he asked. 
“And they're not even in the play-offs!” 


_——— 5 


The daimyo and Walker eyed each other warily. They were old 
friends and old enemies. Neither trusted the other. Each was right. They 
were in the daimyo's chambers at the castle. They drank tea together and 
never took their eyes off each other. 


“Your men showed lack of courage today,” the daimyo said finally. 


“They were frightened by the demons. As were your men. As would 
be any man of this world.” 


The daimyo crossed the room to where a scroll lay on a low table. He 
unrolled the scroll and pointed. Walker looked. 


It was the ancient painting foretelling the battle to the death between 
the daimyo and the four strange creatures. When the scroll was completely 
unrolled, Walker could see that it showed the four creatures — turtles??? 
— lying on their backs with the daimyo's troops hovering over them. 


“At least you're winning,” Walker said. 


The daimyo grunted in annoyance. He shifted the scroll so that it 
could be seen in its proper perspective — right side up. “Come! Look at it 
now!” 


Walker looked again. This time it showed the victorious creatures 
standing above the bodies of all the defeated daimyo's men. The daimyo 
was defeated too. 


“Hmmm,” Walker said. 'Excellent likeness.” 
Then he waited. His patience was rewarded when the daimyo spoke. 


“The Old Priests say that once before, demons defeated my ancestor. 
Now they have come back. For me. I agree to your price. Guns for silver 
and silk.” 


“Guns for gold,” Walker said. The negotiations progressed. 


et OS Le 


April and the Turtles just had one small problem. They couldn't find 
the scepter. Without the scepter they were stuck. The only good news was 


that the daimyo didn't have it either. His men were still looking for it as 
well. 


“So what are we going to do? How are we going to get home?” April 
asked as they walked down the street in the village. 


Three Turtles shrugged. Donatello, on the other hand, had an idea. He 
walked straight into the blacksmith's shop. His friends followed. In a 
matter of minutes he was busily sketching something on some rice paper 
with a piece of charcoal. April squinted to see what he was drawing. It was 
the scepter. 


“Nan, I think it was longer,” said Raph. 
“No way, man,” said Michaelangelo. “It was much thinner than that!” 


“If I'd known you were going to lose it, I'd have taken a Polaroid!” 
Don said. 


“This is your plan?!” April asked in disbelief. Nobody paid any 
attention to her. They just kept arguing about exactly what the scepter 
looked like. She whistled loudly. Finally the Turtles stopped arguing and 
looked at her. 


“Thank you. Listen, I don't want to spoil the party here, but are you 
seriously suggesting that Donatello make a new scepter? An incredibly 
arcane time-travel machine????” 


“No way,” said Leo. “That would be dumb.” 
“Totally bogus,” Mike agreed. 
“That's a relief,” said April. 


“He's going to make it,” Don said, pointing to the blacksmith. He was 
a hulking cross-eyed giant who looked as if he'd been kicked in the head 
by a horse once too often. April didn't consider this good news. She turned 
to leave. 


“Where are you going, April?” Leo asked. 


“To find an apartment,” she said. “I have a very strong feeling we're 
going to be here for a while.” 


_—— 7 Fe 


Across the centuries things weren't going much better. Four warriors 
and a daimyo's son sat in a row on the Turtles' sofa. Their eyes were glued 
to the television set. Gilligan's Island was almost over. Next came The 
Munsters, then Beverly Hillbillies, and Car 54 — Where Are You? It 
seemed that the only sounds in the room were the laugh track and the 
crunch of Cheenos, Doritos, and pork rinds. 


This was too much even for Casey Jones. 


“T think these brothers need a little meditation, Casey Jones style,” he 
told Splinter. Splinter nodded sagely. 


Clink. Clink. Sprit. Fuuuushhhhhh. 


The blacksmith was hard at work. He pulled his masterpiece out of 
the large bucket of water with his tongs and smiled proudly. Don and Leo 
watched closely. 


Mike, on the other hand, had thought of something else to do with the 
nice hot fire the blacksmith had going. 


“Nothing like a wood fire for pizza,” he'd declared. Then he'd gotten 
all the ingredients — or the nearest thing he could find. There were a few 
things he couldn't find — such as wheat flour and yeast and tomatoes and 
cheese and pepperoni and anchovies. Still, he'd made a crust from rice 
flour. He sprinkled it with slices of cucumber. They were the same shape 
as pepperoni. As he worked, he talked to the children who had gathered to 
watch. 


“We're talking franchises here, kids,” he said. “All you've got to do is 
keep delivery to under thirty minutes.” 


He opened the oven door then and removed his masterpiece. The 
cucumber didn't look too good. In fact it now looked a lot like pepperoni. 
Mike wasn't the least bit discouraged. 


“Pizza! Got that, dude? Pizza!” 


A child looked at the concoction. His lips curled with distaste. 
” Kappa!” he said. 


Unperturbed, Mike took a bite. At least he tried to take a bite, but he 
almost broke three teeth doing it. He yanked it out of his mouth and threw 


it angrily across the blacksmith's shop. It soared toward his brothers. Then 
he had another idea. 


“Frisbee,” he said to the kids. “Also cool.” 


CHAPTER I2 


Raph sat by himself, watching Mitsu try to train the villagers to fight 
with their primitive weapons. He didn't like to think what would happen 
when those weapons went up against the guns Walker would surely sell to 
the daimyo. It wouldn't be a pretty sight. But it wasn't his problem. His 
problem was getting back to the twentieth century. Of course if they 
couldn't get back to the twentieth century, then maybe the guns would 
become his problem. He didn't like the thought of that. 


Then he heard another sound. It was children. He walked until he 
could see them. A lot of young boys were fighting wildly with one another. 
They were using bamboo swords, but they were fighting very hard. They 
might really get hurt. Raph had to stop them. He ran into the middle of the 
melee and grabbed the “sword” from the angry young boy and held him 
firmly while he gave him a piece of his mind. It was Yoshi, the boy Mike 
had carried from the burning building. 


“Hey, hey, what is this — The Geraldo Show? You've got to learn to 
control that temper, guy!” Raph gulped. “Did I say that?” he asked himself 
in surprise. It sounded an awful lot like something people were forever 
saying to him. 

“We are practicing to fight the daimyo,” the boy said. Fight the 
daimyo! Hold on here. Fighting is for grownups, and that's only if you've 
got no other choice. You guys are kids. You should be out having fun, like, 
like...” He looked around for something more fun and less warlike for the 
kids to play with. He spotted a kite. 


“’..this kite,” he finished. 
“Yakko,” Yoshi corrected him. “But fun is for children.” 
“And what — you're a senior citizen? Come on. You can teach me.” 


Yoshi and his friends looked at their weapons and thought about the 
angry fight they had been having. Then they looked at the yakkos and 
thought about how much fun it would be to have them soaring through the 


air. They picked up the yakkos and ran to the nearby field. Raph followed 
them. Having fun was better than being angry, any day. 


Nearby, April and Whit were working on the village wall. April saw 
Raph and it reminded her that she and her friends might be here for a long 
time unless they found that scepter. She looked at her watch. 


“Is that a timing piece?” Whit asked. He was forever asking 
questions. 


“Tt's called a wristwatch. Genuine Rolex knock-off. Bought it from a 
guy in a pink suit on Forty-second Street. Crime, corruption, garbage 
strikes, and human decay. I sure miss New York!” 


“Your home, is it?” There he was, asking another question. 


“Right. And, hey, you know what? It used to be called New 
Amsterdam. Maybe I was Dutch after all.” 


“Can I go back with you?” 


“Not a chance,” April said. “I mean, you wouldn't fit in.” She thought 
about what she'd said. Considering the variety of people who lived in New 
York, that seemed like a pretty strange statement. Everybody fit in there. 
Or else nobody did. She wasn't sure which was right. 


“You could teach me,” Whit persisted. 
“No, I couldn't,” she said. 


“Walker will come back,” Whit said. “He always does.” That made 
April remember how she'd first met Whit when they were both prisoners. 
It made her feel sorry for him, but it didn't change her mind. 


“T can't take you with me, okay? I just can't do it. Don't try to guilt me 
into this. You're not going with me. Don't you understand English?” 


“Not your English,” he said. Then he walked away. He was short- 
tempered and rude. That meant he didn't just look like Casey Jones, he 
acted like him too. That made April a little homesick. 


Mike, on the other hand, was feeling more and more at home in the 
village every minute — especially if those minutes were spent with Mitsu. 
He found her kneeling by an old shrine high on a mountain. She was 
startled by his presence. 


“Sorry,” he said, embarrassed. He hadn't meant to interrupt. “Guess 
you want to be alone, huh?” 


Mitsu stood up. “I was asking the gods to protect someone,” she said. 


“Kenshin?” he asked. She was very surprised to hear Mike say the 
name. “He's like your boyfriend, huh?” 


She nodded. “You know him?” 


“Sort of,” Mike said. “He kind of went on a cosmic cruise and 
dropped in on us.” Mitsu blinked. She was confused. “Don't worry,” Mike 
assured her. “He'll be back. As soon as we leave. I promise.” 


Mike couldn't explain it any better than that. He just hoped his 
promise made Mitsu feel better. That was what he wanted the most. He 
waited while she finished her prayers at the shrine, and then they walked 
back to the village together. 


It was dusk. The farmers had come in from their fields, bringing 
ripened grain. Some of the villagers were threshing the grain with an old- 
fashioned tool. Mike couldn't believe his eyes. The tool, called a flail, was 
made with two sticks connected by a leather strap. It looked an awful lot 
like his beloved weapon. He'd lost his own on his wild horse ride. Now he 
might have another set! 


“Chucks!” he shouted with joy. There was no stopping him. He leapt 
over the low wall that separated the granary from the road, then took the 
tool from the surprised worker's hands. Before anybody could stop him, 
he'd borrowed a razor-sharp scythe and trimmed the flail so that both sticks 
were the same length. While the villagers and Mitsu watched, he began to 
spin them just the way only he could do. They were perfect! He had them 
going so fast that it looked like he had two deadly disks at his command. 


“Yes! Mike knows chucks!” he said, admiring his own expertise. 
Then he turned to Mitsu. This was good news for her too. “Hey, I can 
show your guys how to use these to really kick some —” 


“Tt will not work,” Mitsu said solemnly. 


Mike stopped spinning the chucks. He couldn't believe what he'd just 
heard. “Oh, so when the daimyo gets here, you're just going to give up, 
huh?” ' 


She shook her head, unsure how to make him understand. “No, 
Michaelangelo. We are going to die. We cannot stop guns and bullets with 
our hands. We are humans, not gods like you!” 


With that she turned and walked away, leaving Mike alone with his 
chucks and his thoughts. 


“We're not gods, okay? We're just four turtles who fell into some 
radioactive goo.” 


Mitsu didn't hear him. It didn't matter, though, because she wouldn't 
understand that either. 


CHAPTER 13 


In Kumano Castle, Walker and Lord Norinaga finished signing their 
agreement. The daimyo would have guns; Walker would have his fortune. 


“Tomorrow, Walker, we will use our guns,” the daimyo said. 
“With pleasure,” Walker said, bowing politely. 
“My dungeons are very crowded,” the daimyo said. 


“Well, then, it would be only humane not to take more prisoners,” 
said Walker. “We'll just have to kill everybody.” 


The daimyo smiled and bowed back. Walker left the chamber then to 
return to his ships. There was much work to be done before dawn. 


He strode through the long passageways of the castle. A rustling 
sound in one dark room drew his attention. He paused and then entered. It 
was the temple chamber. A wind brushed through a chime and shifted 
some scrolls around on a table. One scroll rolled off the table and seemed 
to approach him. It slowed and unrolled before his feet. There was only 
dim light in the room. Walker recognized the scroll, though. On it four 
turtle demons stood victoriously over the daimyo's troops. Walker drew his 
sword and hurled it at the painting. It slashed through the ancient work 
right in the middle of the turtles. 
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Splinter and Kenshin sat across from each other over a game board. 
They were playing go, and they were both concentrating in silence. 
Something moved silently across the night. Splinter flicked an ear. 


“What do you hear, Sensei?” Kenshin asked. 


Splinter's whiskers twitched. “Danger,” he said. 
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Donatello unwrapped the blacksmith's masterpiece carefully. April 
and his brothers watched. The new scepter looked pretty much like the old 
one. Sort of. 


“What if this doesn't work, dudes?” Michaelangelo asked. “What if, 
like, we make a cosmic U-turn and go back to Godzilla land?” 


“We don't have a choice unless you want to stay here,” Don said, 
matter-of-factly. 


“Maybe we should,” Mike said. That was the first time he'd expressed 
that idea, which had been perking in his mind. He picked up the scepter 
and looked at it. 


Leo knew what was on his brother's mind. “Yeah, right. Forget Mitsu 
and give me the scepter before you drop it.” 


He grabbed for the scepter. Mike pulled back, stumbled, juggled the 
scepter, and then nearly dropped it. Finally he held it firmly. 


“See?! See what could have happened by being stupid?” Leo asked. 


He didn't wait for an answer from Mike. He grabbed the scepter, but 
he didn't get a good hold of it. To everybody's horror, Leo dropped it! It 
fell onto the hard earth of the village hut. The scepter broke in two, and the 
hourglass on top was shattered. 


“J—I—I'm sorry,” Leo stammered. 
“Tt probably wouldn't have worked anyway,” Donatello said. 


“Yeah,” Raph agreed. “Mike was right. Tomorrow we could have 
been fighting dinosaurs.” 


“Could we make another one?” April asked. 
“There's no time,” Donatello said. 


Just about four hundred years, thought April. She fled from the hut, 
almost ramming into Mitsu on her way out. 


Mitsu had a country priest with her. He was a spy for the rebels and 
he had news. 


“The daimyo is coming in the morning. With Walker and guns.” 


The Turtles' fate was sealed by the thousand pieces of the broken 
scepter that was strewn on the floor in front of them. 


Cuaprer 14 


Raphael just couldn't stop thinking about Yoshi. The little boy had 
been so angry when he'd been fighting with his friends. For Raphael it was 
like looking in a mirror and seeing himself. He didn't know if he could do 
anything to help the boy, but maybe he could show Yoshi that laughing and 
having fun was better than being angry. They did have fun with their kites. 
Raphael decided to give Yoshi something else to make him laugh. He 
thought of the perfect thing. 


That night Raph went into the house that Mitsu shared with Yoshi and 
her grandfather. Yoshi was alone at home. Raph found him sitting on a soft 
mat on the floor. Tears were streaming down his face. 


“Hey, what's the matter, little man?” Raph asked. 
“Nothing,” Yoshi said. He tried to hide the fact that he'd been crying. 


“Well, if something was bothering you, I'd have just the thing here to 
make you feel better.” Then, as Yoshi watched, Raph pulled out a yo-yo 
and began playing with it. It flew up and down and then around. Raph was 
very good with a yo-yo. Yoshi's eyes opened wide. 


“It's called a yo-yo,” Raph said. He handed it to Yoshi. “It's yours. I 
made it for you. I was going to give it to you tomorrow, but, you know, 
things could get a little nuts. I might forget. I'll show you how to use it in 
the morning.” 


Yoshi examined the yo-yo, but he spoke to Raph. “You fight the 
daimyo in the morning...” 


“Okay, so tomorrow afternoon I'll show you some tricks on your yo- 
yo. Deal, buddy?” 


“Tomorrow you might die,” said Yoshi. 


Raph could almost hear Yoshi's anger talking. If there was one thing 
he knew about anger, it was that it didn't help. The only way he and his 


brothers were going to defeat the daimyo was if they thought positively. 
He wanted to share that with Yoshi and spare him his anger. 

“You listen to me, Yoshi, okay? Tomorrow morning you and your 
pals go up into the mountains and you play. Hear me? No matter what 
happens.” 

“T cannot let you die, Raphael-san.” 

“Nobody's going to die, kid.” He was positive. 

Yoshi looked at Raph for a moment and then he stood up and walked 
to another part of the room. He moved aside a grass mat and lifted up a 
trapdoor in the floor. He scurried down a ladder. 

“Yoshi?” 


Yoshi reappeared. He carried a cloth-wrapped package. It was long 
and slender and quite heavy. 


“For you, Raphael-san,” he said, and laid it at Raph's feet. He 
removed the wrapping. 


Raph looked. It was the scepter! 


“T find in the woods. Now you and the other kappa can go home. 
Now you no die.” 


Raph hugged Yoshi and then went to find his brothers, April, and 
Mitsu. He explained how Yoshi had given him the scepter. “It was under 
her house,” Raph said, glaring at Mitsu. “Her little brother put it there.” 


This was news to Michaelangelo. Could it be that the beautiful Mitsu 
had hidden the scepter so that the Turtles would have to help her and the 
rebels? It was very logical. When Mitsu stood up and walked away, that 
seemed to answer Mike's question. 


“The vibes in this place just turned bad. Let's split!” he said. They 
turned to walk in the opposite direction, but then they heard Mitsu's 
grandfather call to them. He was with Yoshi. 


“Please, I am the one who told my grandson to hide the scepter,” he 
said. “I want you to fight, not Mitsu.” 


Mike's heart skipped a beat. How could he have thought...? 


“Mitsu,” he cried, and ran after her. 


But there was a scream and the thunder of hoofbeats. A horse came 
galloping out of the darkness. Mitsu was in the saddle. Whit was behind 
her — and he had a knife at her throat! 


“Evening,” he said, greeting them all but looking straight at April. 
Now she understood the truth, and it was her turn to be surprised. Whit 
was a spy! 

“Give me the scepter,” he commanded. 

“No!” shrieked Mitsu. “Kill him!” 


There was no way the Turtles could kill Whit without having him kill 
Mitsu. One move toward him and she was a goner. They couldn't take that 
risk. They couldn't sacrifice Mitsu to save their shells. 


Leo gave Don the scepter. Don gave it to Whit. 


Whit sneered victoriously. “Bring Kenshin to the castle tonight and 
you get this one back,” he said, gesturing toward his prisoner. “Then, come 
morning, if I was you, I'd be going.” 


The hoofbeats of Whit's horse were the only sound then in the empy 
night. 


Cuaprer 15 


The daimyo was having dinner. Walker and Niles dragged in a prize 
prisoner—Mitsu. 


“My apologies for this crude interruption, Daimyo,” Walker said. 
“But perhaps this little bird will sing for your supper.” 


The daimyo's eyes glared at Mitsu. “You stole my son!” 


“1 do not have your son. He is gone on a magic journey. Only the 
scepter can bring him back.” 


“You are lying. You have both my son and the scepter,” said the 
daimyo. 


“T have nothing,” Mitsu said. Then she turned to Walker. ”He has the 
scepter.” 


Walker frowned. He was clearly puzzled. Why would Mitsu say such 
a thing — unless she thought he had it, but then he realized who did have 
it. That would be his secret — for now. 


Niles hauled Mitsu off to the dungeon, where the daimyo thought she 
might improve her memory. Walker had another mission. He hurried out of 
the daimyo's chamber. 


Whit was waiting for Walker when he returned to his quarters. The 
navigator stood by a long table where the scroll painting of the four turtle 
demons was laid out. His fingers touched the slash made by Walker's 
sword. He didn't like tl}e picture at all. It frightened him 


“Tt's them!” Whit said when Walker entered. “It's the same demons as 
in the village! I know! I was with them, risking my neck while you was 
sipping rice wine with His Lordship!” 


“Impossible,” Walker said. “Are you afraid of a simple folktale, told 
in a dusty old scroll?” 


But Whit knew danger when he saw it. “Let's just get the gold and 
shove off, like you said. Or hadn't you noticed Who's winning this 
massacre?” 


Walker changed the subject. “Where is it?” he asked. 


Whit didn't have to be told what “it” was. He'd known Walker would 
learn sooner or later that he had the scepter. It was his ace in the hole. He 
pulled it out of its sack. 


“Equal partners,” Whit said. 


Walker's nod said yes, but his heart said, Mine, all mine! 


CHAPTER 16 


Everybody got into the castle a different way. April was arrested 
driving a wagon directly up to it. She and the Turtles had decided that 
would be the surest way to get straight to Walker. As the daimyo's guard 
dragged her through the castle gate, she could just see four small figures 
scaling the side of the castle. They were headed for the sewer drain that 
had gotten them all out of the dungeon in the first place. 


“Meow,” Donatello whined through the grate in the floor of the 
dungeon. He did a pretty good imitation too. It was good enough to make 
Mitsu's jailer curious. He lifted the grate. He didn't find a cat, though. 


Mitsu watched from her suspended cage. A three-fingered green hand 
reached up through the grate and pulled the fat old jailer down into the 
sewer. There were scuffling sounds. Then, “Ouch! One of his chins landed 
right on my foot!” 


“What do you expect? One of your fists landed right on his nose!” 


The Turtles had come to rescue her! Once that was done, all they had 
to do was to find April, save her, defeat the daimyo, make birdseed out of 
Walker, get the scepter, and get back to the twentieth century before twelve 
o'clock. All in a day's work for the Turtles. 


The daimyo's men brought April to Walker's chambers. 


“Ah, Miss O'Neil. My partner, Mr. Whit, and I were just discussing 
your future.” 


April didn't like his attitude and told him so. “First of all, your partner 
is the lowest scum of the earth. In fact he's worse than scum. He gives 
scum a bad name!” 


“IT know. That's why I hired him.” Then he turned to the guards. “Take 
her away.” 


That wasn't what April wanted. “I have information about the 
daimyo's son,” she said. 


Whit looked at her. “I think she's telling the truth,” he said. 


Walker snapped at Whit. “I don't pay you to think. I pay you to lie, 
cheat, and steal. Go down to the harbor and bring back the men. With 
guns.” 

“Guns?” Whit asked. 

April didn't like the sound of this. 


It took the Turtles a few minutes to get to Walker's quarters. They 
only had to sneak past fifteen armed guards and knock out three others. By 
the time they reached Walker's room, he was gone. All they found there 
was April's cloak — “Getting warm,” Mike said — and the ancient scroll. 
The Turtles looked at it in surprise. Mitsu translated the words along the 
bottom of it. 


“<The Battle of a Thousand Swords — Four demons defeated the 
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daimyo and his army’. 


“Yup, definitely family,” said Donatello, pointing. That one's got 
Raph's beak!” 


“But it was only a legend,” said Mitsu. 
“Dudes! We're legends!” Mike proclaimed. 


Then the daimyo appeared at the door. He gaped at the ancient scroll 
and then at the intruders. ” You!” he uttered. 


“Who were you expecting, Guns 'n' Roses?” 
“You've come back!” 


“We like to drop in every three, four centuries,” Leonardo said. “So 
why don't you give us the scepter and we'll be out of here.” 


He pulled his sword. “You have disgraced my ancestor, but you will 
not disgrace me. For that I am willing to die!” 


“No!” said Mitsu, drawing a dagger from her cloak. “We will both 
die. But only one of us will die with honor.” 


“Are we out of the loop here, or what!” Leo asked. 


But Michaelangelo was more direct. He couldn't let Mitsu die! He 
threw himself between Mitsu and the daimyo just in time to catch the 


daimyo's sword under his own arm! 


The daimyo couldn't believe he had wounded a demon. Then he 
realized the Turtles weren't demons. That was really good news. He 
instructed his troops to kill them. The battle began. 


CHAPTER 17 


The daimyo's guards attacked ferociously. The Turtles 
counterattacked even more ferociously. Donatello and Leonardo jumped 
up onto a table and dispensed with the guards one by one, six at a time! 


“Errol Flynn, eat your heart out,” Don said. 
Then seven guards attacked. 
“That only works in the movies,” said Leo. 


Raph held off another half-dozen guards while Mike pursued the 
daimyo. It wasn't easy with a wound. The daimyo fled from the room and 
disappeared into the dark night. 


“Chicken!” he cried. He ran after the daimyo. Mitsu and his brothers 
followed. 


There were a few things the Turtles had to take care of. Raphael was 
being chased by a mob. He took a handcart and shoved it at his pursuers. It 
knocked down everybody in its path, leaving pursuers on either side. 


“A seven-ten split! I hate that,” he said. He took on the remaining 
men. 


Mitsu told Mike to open the gate, but there were guards chasing them. 


“No problemo,” Mike said. He took a metal hoop off a big barrel and 
then jumped onto a catwalk above the guards, spinning the hoop around 
his waist, Hula Hoop-style. He hummed circus music as he walked and 
wiggled. The guards gaped. 


“Big finish coming up!” he announced. With that he shifted the hoop 
to a foot and then dropped it right around the assembled guards, trapping 
them. “Hang on to that, dudes,” he suggested. “It'll be big in the fifties!” 


Mitsu opened the gate that held the dungeon's many prisoners. That 
gave the Turtles many warriors on their side. They were soon joined by the 
rebels from the village. 


Leonardo found the daimyo. He was running for the safety of his own 
dungeon. 


“Come on, stay,” Leo said, holding him off with a katana. “It'll be 
fun!” The daimyo stopped and then attacked Leo with his own sword. Leo 
slashed down on the daimyo's sword and cut it in two. 


“You should have used a Masamune,” Leo said. Masamune was the 
genius sword maker of ancient Japan. Leo knew his work well. He was 
glad the daimyo didn't. A broken sword didn't stop the daimyo, though. He 
kept on fighting with the razor-sharp pieces. Leo's job was far from done. 
The daimyo kept attacking. Leo had to do something to stop him. So he 
jumped. Straight up. The daimyo stared in surprise. And he was even more 
surprised when Leo's katana cut through the thick rope that held the 
gigantic castle bell. The bell dropped straight down — right on top of the 
daimyo, trapping him inside! He shouted angrily, but there was nothing he 
could do. The bell weighed a ton. He couldn't budge it, and every time he 
hit it on the inside, it gonged loudly, ravaging his ears. 


Raphael found April with Walker. They were on the high wall of the 
castle. Walker had a gun to April's head. Raph was about to try to save 
April when Whit arrived at the castle — followed by all of Walker's men, 
armed with muskets and the ship's cannon. 


“Don't these people believe in gun control?” Don asked. 
Walker smiled at the sight. “Thank you, Mr. Whit,” he said. 


April wasn't so pleased. “Yeah, Whit, you make a great servant. I'm 
real impressed.” 


“My, my, such spite,” said Walker. “There is nothing sadder than true 
love gone awry.” Since his troops had arrived, he no longer needed a 
hostage. He pushed April toward the Turtles. Then he turned to Whit. 
“Shoot them,” he said. 


“What?” Whit asked, surprised. 


“Her too,” Walker said, pointing to April. Then when he saw that 
Whit was hesitating, he turned to Niles and gave him the order. He also 
told Niles to shoot Whit. 


“Gee,” Don said softly. “If we die here in the Past, does that mean we 
won't be born in the Future?” He was the scientist and philosopher of the 
group. 

Leo was the tactical thinker. “Hey, why don't you shoot us?” he asked 
Walker. “Unless you're too scared.” There was a moment of surprised 
silence. Then Leo explained it to Niles. “See, he knows he can't kill us 
because we're demons. Your bullets will just bounce back and kill you 
instead.” 


Niles looked at his captain. “Uh, might you want to have the pleasure 
of the first shot, Captain?” he asked. 


“Fools!” Walker said. With that, he drew his pistol, then seemed to 
change his mind. He stepped behind the cannon, which was pointed right 
at Leo's head, and calmly touched off the fuse. The cannon ball exploded 
out of the barrel, but in the microsecond it took, Leo ducked his head into 
his shell! The cannon ball sailed harmlessly past him and struck the bell, 
shattering it. There stood a very startled daimyo, cringing and clutching his 
ears. 


Leo pulled his head up out of his shell. 
“T love being a Turtle!” he declared. 


“Devils!” Walker said, and he really believed it. He ran for his life. 
The Turtles followed. 


They followed him to his quarters, but all they found there was an 
open window with a rope hanging out of it. 


“Split up!” Leo said. He and Raph went out the window after Walker. 
Don and Mike hurried back out of the room to cut him off down below. 


They found him running across the rooftops of the castle. Leo and 
Raph chased after him. Mike and Don had it a little harder. They could see 
him, but at first they couldn't see how to get up there. Then they each 
figured out a way. Don hefted three spears into a wooden tower so that 
they made a sort of staircase. He swung upward, flipping from spear to 
spear like a gold-medal gymnast. Mike was a little more direct. He stood at 
the low end of a one-axle cart and got some villagers to jump on the other 
end. That put him into orbit. 


“T'm going to dunk! It's Air Mikeeeeeee!” 


He landed right in front of a startled Walker. He was immediately 
joined by his brothers. 


“What kind of demons are you?” Walker asked, now frightened of 
them. 


'We're Turtles, friend,” said Leo. 
“Of the Teenage Mutant Ninja variety,” Don explained. 


Walker knew it was time for desperate measures. He reached into the 
sack and pulled out the scepter. “I believe you want this? Go fetch!” With 
that, he threw it high in the air. “Did you think it would be so easy? You... 
reptiles!” 


As the scepter soared through the air, a fireball smashed into the 
wooden tower below. Whit had shot it from a catapult. Walker was so 
startled that he lost his balance and was shaken off the wall. He roared as 
he fell down, down, down into the moat. 


“Bungee jumping without a bungee,” Donatello observed. “Very 
dangerous.” 


But it was not as dangerous as time traveling without a time traveler 
and it looked as if the Turtles might have to do that. The scepter had 
reached the arc of its journey and was now headed downward, end over 
end. 


Mike knew he had to catch it. The only way he could do it was to 
jump off the catwalk. He did that. He caught the scepter too. But there was 
no ground underneath him. There was, however, a brother. Raph reached 
out and grabbed Mike's ankle. The next thing he knew, he was being jerked 
off the catwalk by Mike's weight. There was, however, a brother. Leo 
grabbed next. And then he was jerked into midair. Finally Don grabbed 
and stopped their fall. 


Donatello looked down at Leo, Raph, Mike and the scepter. 


“This is really stretching our luck,” he said. But it worked. 


CuaPrer 18 


Splinter looked past Kenshin at the clock on the wall. It said eleven- 
thirty. One half hour until the deadline. 


“We wait four hundred years — and this Casey is still late!” Kenshin 
grumbled. 


“Patience,” said Splinter. “They merely went out for some fresh air.” 


Above the den Casey and the warriors were in Art's Bar & Grill. The 
samurai were really getting into the twentieth century. Two of them were 
gyrating wildly to the heavy-metal sound that pounded out of the jukebox. 
The other two were mesmerized by video games. 


“Time to go, guys,” Casey said. “Just wanted to give you a quick peek 
at the future. Lucky you're going back, huh?” 


“Real lucky we're going back,” Benkei said. 
“NOT!” the four samurai said in unison. 


Casey sighed and looked at the clock. Eleven thirty-five. 
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“Gone? What do you mean your watch is gone?!” Don said to April. 
“Gone as in not there! Look!” she showed him her empty wrist. 
“Tt must have fallen off during the fight with Walker.” 


But that might not even be their biggest problem. Mike was saying 
something about not going back! 


“Have a Safe trip, boys,” he said. 
“Sure, right, what?!” Don said, wondering if he'd heard right. 


Than Raph dropped a bomb too. “You know, I've been thinking along 
the same lines, Leo.” 


“Huh?” said Leo. 
“This place could be kind of cool,” said Raph. 
“Actually I kind of like it here myself,” said Leo. 


Don was really upset. So was April. “Not to be selfish, but what about 
me?” she asked. “I don't want to stay here.” 


“Yeah, Leo, me neither,” said Don. 


“And if you split, that would mean you guys would never be together 
again,” said April. 
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The hourglass began rocking. Kenshin grabbed it. 


“You cannot go without the others,” Splinter said. “That would be 
cowardly.” 


Kenshin was no coward, but he wasn't going to miss his only chance 
to get back to his beloved Mitsu. If he could be with her, he just knew he 
could convince his father to relent on the rebels. He could make peace. He 
was sure. But he couldn't do it from the twentieth century. He grabbed the 
scepter more tightly. 


In the streets above, Casey and the samurai were causing quite a 
traffic jam. The samurai seemed oblivious to the fact that the cars might 
actually run over them. All they wanted to do was to get away from the 
police, who were chasing them from the brawl. 


Horns honked, tires screeched. People hung out of their car windows 
and yelled. 


“It's okay, folks,” Casey explained. “They're from Jersey.” The 
drivers shrugged. That actually made some sense to them. 
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In the temple chamber of the castle the scepter began to move. 
Donatello pleaded with Michaelangelo. 


“Mikey, somebody's started things. We've got to go.” 


April spoke to Raph and Leo. “You guys can't split up. What about 
Splinter?” 


Mitsu arrived then. Yoshi was with her. They had come to say good- 
bye. 


“We're not going,” Mike told the beautiful Mitsu. “Me and Raph. 
We're staying.” 


Mitsu paled. “No. No. Kenshin must return. You promised. Our two 
families must be united, or the wars will start again.” 


Mike hadn't thought about what it would mean to the people if he 
stayed and Kenshin did not come back. And as much as he cared for 
Mitsu, she loved Kenshin. “You don't want me to stay?” he asked. 


“You will always be here with me, Michaelangelo,” she said. 
The hourglass rocked again. 


“Oh, jeez, guys. There it goes. It's last-call time!” 
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The door to the den flew open. 


“Traffic,” Casey explained in one word. It was a lot easier than saying 
“Bar brawl.” 


“Quickly, it has started,” Splinter said, pointing to the spinning 
hourglass. 
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“We're out of time!” Don said urgently. “Leo? Raph?” 


Then Leo knew what was right. “We have no choice, guys,” he said. 
“If we stay here, we interfere with destiny. Their destiny.” He pointed to 


Mitsu and her people. “We can't do that. It would be selfish. Our destiny is 
back in New York. We've just got to somehow make it work.” He crossed 
to where Donatello held the scepter. 


A gust of wind came into the chamber, blowing a window wide open. 
“Come on! It's Close Encounters time!” April said. 


Yoshi ran over to Raph and gave him a hug. “I will never forget you, 
Raphael-san.” 


Raph blinked. He didn't want to cry. Not much. “See you in the 
schoolyard, kid. And remember, watch that temper.” They swapped a high 
five for a high three. 


Mike turned to Mitsu for a final farewell. “If you ever get to New 
York —” 


“Later, Mike!!!!” 


“Destiny — what a drag,” Mike said. He turned to reach for the 
scepter, but it was gone, and so were his brothers. All that remained was 
the echo of April's scream. 


_——— 5 5 


In a burst of wind they appeared: April, Leo, Don, and Raph. They 
stumbled away from the spinning specter. A very confused Benkei was left 
standing alone, holding the scepter. 


“Michaelangelo...???” said Splinter. 
“Master, he —” Leo tried to explain. 
“No!” Splinter cried. “NO!!!” 


Then, as they watched, the hourglass began spinning again. The 
scepter rocked wildly and the wind blew through the room. Benkei faded, 
then reappeared, and then he vanished! 


There was nothing. Just darkness. And silence. 


And then there was Michaelangelo. 


Splinter greeted him. “Yo, dude.” 


“Yo, Master,” said Mike. Then his brothers hugged him. He'd really 
given them a scare! 


Casey came over to April. “‘April showers bring May flowers!” How 
are you doing?” 

April looked at him and blinked. He did look like Whit, but without a 
beard. He was almost as obnoxious as Whit too. 


“Oh, brother. I get back from a very poor excuse for a vacation, and 
that's all you can say?” 

“Hey, it's a poem!” 

“I thought it was a weather report. Anyway, I like you better without 
the beard.” 

“Beard?” asked Casey. 

“It's a long story,” said April. Someday she'd tell him too. Maybe. 


It only took the brothers a few seconds to be glad they were home. 
Don ran over to his computer and turned it on. The busy hum of 
microchips was music to his ears. 


Leo flipped through his book on swords. In an instant he was happy 
to be where he was. 


Raph found the hat that April had brought him before their adventure 
began and looked at it. 


“New York,” he said sourly. Then he put the hat on his head and 
looked at himself in the mirror. “T love it!” 


Splinter saw that Michaelangelo was still not happy. He sensed that 
there was a great loss and that he could not help. But perhaps talking about 
it might ease Michaelangelo s pain. 


“Michaelangelo, something else deeply troubles you, my son,” he 
said gently. 

Mike looked at him and nodded. “Yes, Master. It does. Where's the 
pizza?” Mike grinned his impish grin. 


Splinter groaned and then shook his head. “I need a vacation!” 


